NEW YORK TRIBUNE, SUNDAY. SEPTEMBER 3, 1916.

V. 7

certain estimable citizens of Any-
ville are just a bit—well, not ex-
gggl_\'dt.a:.g‘pnimvd.[wrhaps. Faintly re-
erotful, let ussay. It isn’t that the peo-
_:!9 of Anyville are particularly bar-
;narn;,:_ They are probably no more
cager to sSee t’hilth’f‘n sicken and die
-ou are. Just the same, if there

i be some way of prolonging cer-
ults of the epidemic without
the epidemic itself they
For through infan-
ilvsis came prosperity to some
1 they hate to

T}{F, paralysis epidemic is ebbing, and

o

he sorry

1
least, an

FIND ANYVILLE ON
SHUT YOUR EYES
AND JAB.

CAN
THE MAP.

you

Anyville is not a real place—that is,
pot anv one particular place. It is in
New York, or New Jersey, or Connecti-
i+ or Northern Pennsylvania. It is
f the towns and small cities
+lie New York within a radius
But, call it what
| locate it where you please,
every-

lé 3 O S0.

s habitz are about the same

where.

When the infantile paralysis scare
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QUARANTINES FOR REVENUE ONLY

point deputies—or, if he didn't, the local
administration did it for him.

And so prosperity has descended
upon the voters of Anyville. Sturdy
citizens who had been devoting years of
research work to studying the problem
of how to live without performing
manual labor suddenly awoke to find
that the problem had solved itzelf over-
night. No longer is the war settled
every evening over in Ferris's drug
store: no longer do disinterested pa-
triots steer the Administration through
the Mexican crisis en the veranda of
the American House. The leisure class
has gone to work.

It is not very hard work, of course.
Being deputy health officer in Anyville
is much like any other political job, the
chief requirement being a total inno-
cence of any special knowledge and a
willingness to receive $2 a day.

The surprising thing i the number
of jobs that can be invented at a pinch.
Of course, the sheriff jumped into the
breach, together with his squad of
trained automobile stoppers, who in
normal times divide their time between
intercepting passing automobiles and
assuring the Sheriff that the machines
were going at a speed of eighty-seven
miles an hour. But there must also be
a second line brigade of rope holders, to
stretch barriers across the roads in
order to catch drivers who managed to
elude the stoppers. . Then there was a
sort of landsturm to be created, com-
prising question-askers, blank-fillers-in,
back-seat-lookers-under and age caleu-
lators. These last are very important
and highly efficient. After a few days’
practice they could look at any teething
infant and decide instantly
whether or not it was under sixteen
vears of age.

And so for weeks these brave men
have been at work protecting Anyville

almost

By DEEMS

and drawing their salaries. They have
patrolled the roads ahout Anyville and
the Anyville station. They have
stopped travellers, whether by auto or
by rail, and have cross-examined them
industriously. The questions have not
always been very intelligent; in fact,
they have generally been rather foolish.
But that was not the point, after all.
It’s the asking that is important, not
the questions.

DUCKING FOR CHILDREN IS A
GAME THAT IS MUCH LIKE
DUCKING FOR APPLES.

If the travellers have come in by au-
tomobiles and have had no children visi-
ble the special squad of back-seat-look-
ers-under have searched diligently to
make sure that there are none con-
cealed about the machine., It sounds
like a rather feeble attempt at humor
to say that frequently the searchers
have looked under the back seats of au-
tomobiles and have even opened tool
boxes and unrolled rugs in order to be

certain that there were no children be-

ing smuggled through, but it is the
truth. Anyville’s deputies have made
up in thoroughness what they lacked in
common sense,

Not that the quarantine has been in-
variably effectual. The Sheriff himself
patrolled the station platform and met
every train that arrived, but he forgot
to have any one patrol the other side of
the trains, so that of late he has been
assailed by a horrid fear that some ne-
farious parents may have slipped off
the train on the far side with their off-
spring and so cluded him.
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never he the same again.

Yes, I am afraid of my tailor. Up to date 1
have succeeded in fooling him, but some day
the whole earefully reared structure will come
erashing down about my ears—I helieve that is
the expression. Some day, alag, he will know
that if 1 had not shamelessly recorded my feel-
ings in this manner I would not be able to
make my semi-annual eall apon him.

TAYLOR

Doctor Blevin promptly quarantined
every one in the house except the post-
raan. He had to allow the postman to
go back and forth, he explained, be-
cause he could not legally interfere with
the mails. Uncle Sam's mails are
sacred; they must be delivered to the
community regardless of the cost to the
community. You can no more quaran-
tine a postman than you can force a
mail truck to slow down to thirty miles
an hour in a crowded street.

During the first fortnight ol its panic
Anyville barred all children without re-
gard to where they came from. But
that made bad feeling. Protests began
to come in from Anyville, N. J., and
Anyville ten miles up the line. So
finally the embargo was limited to
York children alone. Not that
Anyville minded very much. One sus-
pects that the sometimes excessive zeal
of Doctor Blevin and the Sheriff is not
sltogether unconnected with a certain
satisfaction at being in a position to
show the city folks a thing or two.

All in all, an exhilarating period. Dr.
Blevin was heard to say jocosely the
other night: “Tell vou what, boys, I
almost hope this scare keeps up a while
longer. There's a pretty good profit
in health eertificates at 22 per.” But
vou musn't take the doctor too serious
Iv. He does his work conscientiously
cnough.

Not every one is happy, though. The
Anyville business men are seriously an-
noyed, in fact. They say that this scare
—*“hysteria” is the exact term they use,
I believe—is bad for business, Their
automobile trade has fallen off scandal-
ously. If they had their way there
would be no quarantine at all.

In some instances they have almost
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his bedside and his pale h
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“You have f tten,” she said softly.

He grew red, notice it,
and that rejoiced him.

“Vera, what are thosge books, lying there?
What are you reading?”

“A volume of Treitschke, ‘Wilhelm Meis-
ter’ and the New Testament.”

“Since when have you taken to such seri.

igh she did not

ous reading?”

“Since | was left in loneliness and yet needad
a friend as much as I needed bread. 1 found
that friend in books.”

That sounded harsh and indifferent. So he
asked nothing more. But other days brought
other questions, though both felt a great shy-
ness about facing the explanation which must
come time come. He felt from her proud, re-
«orved manner that his letter had reached her

that she had come and stayed, nevertheless;
and had unselfishly accepted all the burden of
care, responsibility and hard work. The doctor

\

had their way. At Anyville-on-the-
Sound, for example, there is a public
bathing beach that enjoys great popu-
larity among New Yorkers, When the
local Health Department announced a
quarantine against New York children
there was great indignation in trade
circles. Finally the Anyville Board of
Trade submitted a plan which, they
thought, would settle things to every
one’s satisfaction; If there must be a
guarantine, they said, let it be laid upon
the inhabitants of Anyville. The tran-
sients who came to the beach hired bath-
and bath houses, beside spend-
ing considerable sums of money at Any-
ville's stores and garages. The local
folks, on the other hand, owned their
own bathing suits and put them on at
home. By putting the Board of Trade's
scheme into effect, the citizens of Any-
ville would be kept out of danger, while
the golden stream that flowed from the
transients would flow on uninterrupted.
To Dr. Blevin's credit be it said that he
did not find the Board of Trade plan
feasible,

THAT FEELING OF PANIC IS NOT
PRODUCED BY INFANTILE
AILMENTS ALONE.

No, Anyville has not shone. But do
not judge her too harshly. Perhaps it
is not quite fair to single her out for
special obloquy. Anyville, confronted
with the possibility of an infantile pa-
ralysis epidemie of her own, grew panic-
stricken, and took precautions that were
absurdly out of proportion to the dan-
ger that confronted her. Still, panics
are not altogether unprecedented in the
Even now a certain great re-
public, confronted with the spectacle of
a world war, is going through a very
fair little panic of its own, organizing
navy leagues and national defence so-

world,
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His mind was in a ferment of conflicting
His eves never left her as she came
and went. His pulse quickened. when she bent
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She glanced at his face, half guilt-stricken,
afiant—so much like the face of her boy
at hom The thought of her child, their
child, restored her quiet self-control, which for

e
a moment she felt that she was about to lose.
“Road it.” she szaid calmly. “I wrote har
that you were getting beit Vi
“Vera, did you do that?” he cried.
She nodded
“In the early days many dispatches and let-
tors came. She was worried by your silence.
Then 1 telegraphed her: ‘Wait: I am with

him. Vera von Manzdorff.""”
He was speechless. He merely stared at
hl'.’.

“It is not her fault that she loves you. 1
am sorry for her. She has no rights be-
fore the world, That she has made the mis-

of 1 hree |

cieties and toying with the idea of con-
scription.

Anyville's quarantine officials were
neither experienced nor efficient. It is
strongly suspected that some of the citi-
zens who obtained jobs were more in-
terested in their pay than in their work.
It is thought that some positions were
even given out to pay off political debts.
Er—do you suppose that by any chance
Anyville had heard of the New York
Board of Education, or of certain gentle-
men who used to draw pay for sitting
in condemnation proceedings, or of some
of the “deserving Demoerats” who hold
efiice in our national government ?

THERE IS, AS YOU MAY HAVE
NOTED, A CERTAIN FAMILY
RESEMBLANCE AMONG
BOARDS OF TRADE.

Some of the acts of the Anyville quar-
antine officials were arbitrary and tyran-
nical. Yes, but so was the conduct of
our War Department when it mobilized
our militia for active service in a threat-
ened Mexican war and then decided to
keep the militiamen drilling in Mexico
until Christmas.

The Board of Trade of Anyville-on-the-
Sound showed symptoms of being near-
sighted and greedy when it preferred to
subject Anyville's citizens to discomfort
and inconvenicnce rather than lose a
little hoped-for revenue. Don’t forget,
though, that for years the Boston Cham-
ber of Commerce opposed the elevated
railroad between North Station and
South Station, on the ground that people
would not buy at the stores unless they
were forced to walk past them; that it is
now objecting to the proposed Boston
subway extension on the same grounds.
For that matter, don’t forget that
boards of trade of eighty years ago ob-
jected to the steam locomotive because
it would ruin the market for oats.

Some of Anyville’s citizens are not
above making money out of a calamity.
But neither are our armor plate manu-
facturers and munitions makers. Is
every member of the Navy League a
self-cacrificing idealist? Look over the
membership list and see what you think.

Anyville is not wholly admirable. She
has shortcomings—and many of them.
Lut she has something else, too. Any-
ville has company.

take of he ne the mistresa of a married
man is a misfortuns for her, But your re-
spongibility is greater than hers, She wants
to marry . a8 goon as we are di.

That 1 wil

voreed, lease you"——
“Vera, | implore you! Stap! Be mercifol!”
The eold swea? stood on his brow. The Other
Woman! What did the Other Woman matter?

Ha loved the proud, reserved creature hefora
him with passiorate ardor. She might despise
him. Yet she | dor ervthing for him—
and saerificed everything., She must still care
something for him.

“Vera!"

He grasped her hand and drew her down
toward him.

“Vera, tell me honestiy: Why did you do all
[ you no longer love me?”

the New Testa.

s my love for you—thankful
ya threw me. You
a hard sch [ know now
be proud, even when it serves."

y which ¥

that love must
Then he threw himsel{ forward and hid his

dark head in her breast for shame. He would
gladly have given his heart's blood to wash
out the record of the past. Slowly his arms

tole about her body. She suffered it in shy

constraint.

Half unconsclously, with a touch of that
maternal which every true woman
possesges, which offers consolation even whan
it is itself a sufferer, her hand lightly stroksd
hiz hair. That modest earess banished the
remnant of obstinacy in the man’'s heart. Like
cut of him all that had hiths

feeling

a torrent burst
ertn created distrust and antagonism between
them. And she replied—etill gently hesitating
as to whether she ought to give him her con-
fidence again.

Softly lengthened the shadows of this first
spring day. On the bare branches of a bireh
tree outside the open window a black thrush
sat and practised her love song.
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